NATURAL   WRITING

SOME time ago I wrote an article on
George Meredith which " elicited5>
(gentle Jew, I thank thee for that
word) an enormous mass of correspondence.
It will, or rather (if I may assume an un-
journalistic candour) it will not, be remembered
that I then explained rny aversion to much
in the character and writings of that great
man. My " peg " was a book published by
one of George Meredith's relatives and con-
taining certain sidelights on his life. I did
not really base my objection to Meredith on
facts " disclosed " by his biographer ; it was
more general and deep-seated; it was an
objection which had its roots in a feeling that
in his life and in his writings he was so artificial
that one could not discover the real man. In
the course of what I hope I may call my argu-
ment I complained about the strained tor-
tuosities and insincerities of his writing. It
was 'on this complaint that the only corre-
spondent who disagreed with my article
fastened : for most of them wrote emotionally
to say that with this key I had unlocked their
hearts, that they had always felt a sort of
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